The wefi Lament Able Tr^^edie 


H aft thou no Letters to me from the Fritr ? 
Man. No my good Loid. 


Sxit, 


No matter, get thee gone. 

And hyre thofe Horfes, He be with thee ftraight. 
Well luliet, I will lye with-thee to night : 

Lets fee for meanes, O mifehiefe thou art fwifr. 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men: 

I doe remember an Appothccaric, 

And here abouts a d wels, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with ouer-whelming browes. 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes,^ 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones t 
And in his needy fhop a Tortoys hung, 

An Allegater ftuft, and other skinnes 
Of ill ftiap’t fifties, and about his (helues, 

A beg'gerly account of emptie boxesj 
Greene earthen pots, bladders and miSftlc feeds, 
Remnants of packthred, and old Cakes of Rofes ■ 
Were thinly fcattered, to make vp a fhew. 

Noting this penury, to my felfe I faid, 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe fale is prefent death in Mantna, 

Here Hues a Caitiffc wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need. 

And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 

As I remember, this fhould be the houfe. 

Being holy day, the Beggers ftiop is ftiut. 

Whatho Apothecarie: 

tyfppo. Who cals fo lowd ? 

Rem. Come hither man, 1 fee that thou art poore. 
Hold, there is fortic Duckets, let me haue 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding gcare. 

As Will difpcrfe it ielfe rhrough all the vcines. 

That the lifc-wearie-taker may fall dead, 

' And that theTrunckemay be difeharg’d of breath. 
As violently, as haftre powder fierd 
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ef Remo And laliet, 

u Kurrv from the fatall Canons wombe. 

^ Vr Such mortall drugs I haue , but MAntnm Uyt 

j !ii to anv he that vtters them. , ^ 

p' Art thou fo bare and fullof wrctchedncflfe, 
j fUVeft to die, famine is in thy cheekes, 

1 andoppreffi^^^ , 

SZli i« "O' »»',«>>« "Oil* law, 

S «orU affords nolaj. to make 'hee t.cht 

My pouerty, but not my will confents, 

jr Put this in any liquid thing you will. 

There is tby Gold,worfc poyfon to mens fouls. 
Doing more murthets in this loathfome world, ^ 
Thenfhefe poote compounds that thoumai ft not fell 
I fell thee poyfon,thou haft fold menone, 

Flrewell, Ly foodc, and get thy felfe in flefti. 

Come Cotdiall and not ^ith me 

To Micts graue, for there muft I vfc thee. 

hh Holy Vrancifean Frier, brother, ho. 

Ew/fl* Lawrence. 

L<m This fame (hould be the voice oiFritr lohn, 
Welcome from what h^ct Romto} 

Or if his mind be writ, giuc me bis Letter. 

Ith. Going to find a batefoote brother out, 

One of our order to alTociatc me. 

Here in this Citie vifiiing the ficke. 

And finding hiraj the Searchers of the towne, 
Sufpcaing that we both were in a boule, 

Where the infeaious pcftilence did taigne. 

Scald y p the dootes, and would not let vs forth. 

So that may fpeede to Manma there vras ftaidc. 



Law* 


